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IS OMLV A WEEK AFTER A TORNADO HAS 
HOWLED THROUSH THE TOWN OF BOWJE 



THAT'S THE SAPDEST PART/ THAT TORNAPO A\AP£ 
QUITE A FEW ORPHANS AROUND THESE PARTS/ IT 
WAS /VMSHTV NICE OF CV CATEL TO OFFER HIS, 
SPREAD FOR THEM TO STAVON UNTILTHE FOLKS^ 
DECIDE WHAT TO DO WITH THEM' 1 RECKON 

MOST OF THEM WILL 

HAVE TO SO TO AN r^TMEy SURE LOOK AS IF 
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^ PEW hours UAT6R, ON CVCATEL'ft RANCH 



WELL'-SOME OF THE ^THAT'S A 600P IDEA/ 
ftOVS ARE RIDING OVER | IT'UL TAKE THEiR 
TO CVS PLACE T05H0 W /minds OFF THEIR t 
THE VOUNGSTERS —--^LOSSES IF WE CAN < 
SOME RIDING AND 1 TEACH THEM THINGS LIKE 
ROPING TRICKS.' /THAT/ I'LL GO OVER ^ 
MAVBE THAT'LL j WITH THE &OYS 



COME ON, kids: gather around, 

I'M GOING TO SHOW YOU HOW 
TO RIDE AND ROPE / YOU'LL j 
SE THE BEST IN THE 
WHOLE COUNTY,' 



^ GEE — 
THAT'LL BE 
SWELL/ 1 



DIDN'T I TELL YOU TO STAY IN 
THE RANCH HOUSE? NOW r-f 
I GET GOING/ t — -X I 



\ JIMMIES BEING ' 
jpUNlSHEQ again: 
Si RECKON MR. ^ 
J CATEL DOESN'T 
aiKE HIM nohow: 

MR. CATEL SAYS 
HE'S TO STICK ■ 
.CLOSE TO THE 
^ RANCH/ ^ 



PUNISHED? y* I DON'T ' 

WHAT DIDy RIGHTLY KNOV^ 
HE DO? fSlLL.' BUT MR. 
jj»y^CATEL DOESN'T 
M»l\\ WANT HIM PLAYING 
WITH US/ 



JIMMIE, 



HE DOESN'T SEEM LIKE 
A BAD KID TO ME, CATEL 
WHY NOT LET HIM JOIN 
THE OTHERS? IT'LL ^ 
CHEER HIM UP AND- 



MIND YOUR OWN 

BUSINESS, hombre: 

Vl'M TAKING CARE 
OF THESE KIDS/ 1 
DIDN'T SEND FOR YOU, 
SO DO YOUR STUFF 
AND CLEAR 
OUT/ ^ 



IF THAT FELLOWS GOT A 1 COME ON, BlLL/THE 

Big heart, he sure is < fellows say there's 

MAKING ITHIS BUSINESS )nONE BETTER THAN 
TO HIDE WITH A ROPE t- 

/ AND HORSE/ , — '' 
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< I JUST CAN'T ©ET THAT BOV, JIMMIE, OUT i 
Of MV MIND.'' I WONDER. WHV CATEU IS SO 
AN/IOUS TO KEEP HIM OUT OF THE WAV/ IT'S 
almost as if Hfi'5 TRVfNS TO KEEP ^ 
UNDER COVER.' / 



HORTLV afterwards, as bill and THE 
OTHER BOyS END THEIR EXHIBITION - 



] 1 DO MIND.' you 
/DID WHAT YOU ^ 
CAME FOR- NOW J 



I'D LIKE TO SAY GOODBYE 
TO THAT YOUNGSTER WHO'S 
0EINS PUNISHED, CATtL— 
THAT IS, IF YOU DON'T 
MIND.' 71 — 



BAD NEWS.' DAN CARSON-THAT ■ 
SRAT'S OLDER BROTHER, JUST M 
RODE INTO ekDWIBAND HE'S^^| 
heading out TOWARD HIS^BB 

RANCH.' HE JUST GOT j 

WIND ABOUT HIS , ^ BLAST IT.' 

FOLKS BEING /WHV COULDN'T 

Btt KILLED.' J HAVE STAYED 

AWAY A LITTLE 
WMILl LONGER? 



I DiDNT FIGURE ON HIM COMING 
BACK.' THAT RANNIS MAS BEEN J 

RIDING POR RODEOS 

FOR FIVE YEARS, 1 — '^ME'S BOUND 
AND HE AIN'T 7 —^ TO FIND OUT 
SEEN HIS r^THB KID SURVIVED 
FOLKS OR j THAT BLOW AND HES 
THE KIP ySOlHG TO START LOOK- 
, THAT UNG FOR HIM ? 

LONG 



NOW HERE'S \ P&&ST-B055.' 
THE WAV YOU ) I GOT TO SEE 
MOLD A LASSO S YOU A k 
BEFORETHROW-) MINUTE.' ) 
, IWG IT.' \r-^ 



WHILE HE'S AUVB, X CAN'T.' BUT I WANT YOU 1 
GET SOME OF THE BOYB AND PUT HIM OUT Of 
THE WAY.' THEN THE RANCH WILL BElONG 
TO THE 



WELL-I AIN'T BEEN Pl^TTlNG ON THE BIG- JH 
HEARTED ACT POR THESE ORPHANS FOR 
NOTHING.' THAT CARSON SPREAD IS WORTH J 
PLENTY AND I AIM TO HAVE IT.' I WAS — WB 

JUST FIXING TO MAKE MYSELF 

JIMMIE^ GUARDIAN AND SHIP VSUT YOU CAN'T 
THOSE OTHER BRATS TO AN JSB HISGUARDlAN 



WHILE HI50LPEI? 
a**- BROTHER 
^^IS ALIVE.' 

'MXUa iJf 
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I'M PAN CARSON.' I RECKON I OWN THE LAZY T > 
SPR6AP NOW.' MV FOLKS WERE KILLEP IN THE ) 
3\<3 BLOW THEY HAP HERE' 1 JUST , 

LgARNEP ABOUT IT.' SEEMS . .. — WAIT ’ 
MY YOUNO BROTHER WAS 7 CARSON.' SOME , 
TAKEN, TOO.' THERE'S r--^Y0UN6 ONES PiD 
NO TRACE OP HIM ' JCOfA3 THROUGH .'THERE'S 
NOW WITH JIMMIE A MAN NAMEP OY 

GONE--ANPMYK1N /CATEU WHO IS TAKING 



FOLK-'- 



THANKS, STRANGER.' I RECKON 



THATS MISHTY 



THOSE BUSHWHACKERS WOULP STRANGE TALK 



HA E HAP ME IF you HADN'T yBILLBOYOSM 
T> A HANP.' but THE r--'''NAME.' DO YOU 
WAy 1 FEEL, MAYBE IT ) MlNP TELLING ME 
WOULDN'T HAVE BEEN fT WHAT MAKES YOU 
SUCH A BAP THING 
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[hORTLY AFTERVVAR05, AS CATSL5 MSH PBPORTTOHIM-- 



YOU— YOU ReAULY ‘S. TH ERE ARE A FEW S 
THINK JIMMIE MIOHT ) KiPS THERE CALLEP 
BE THERE"? SAFE /jIMMIE.' LET'S RiPE ; 
-7 ANP ALIVE ? r— OUT TO SEE IF ONE f 

^ ( OF THEM IS YOUR 

^ BROTHER/ 



I TELL YOU, eoSS-'I NEVER ) YOU STUPiP FOOLS 
piP SEE ANYSOPYSHOOT / SOTCHEP THE JOB ALL 
SO FASTANO STRAIGHT / ) RIGHT/ NOW THEY'RE 
THAT HO/y\3R£^ BOyP, CO/V\lN3> HERE / 

JUST AIN'T uiiMAAj/ vY 



^ IT'S FIVE YEARS ^ 
SINCE I SAW JIMMIE-- 
IBUT I'D KNOW HIM SURE 
ENOUGH IF ISAWHI/M/ 

^ HE'S NOT here; xsd 



HALF HOUR LATER' 



GET THAT BRAT, JIMMIE/ ^ 

OUT OF here; take him to 
THE cabin; I'll handle < 

THESE TWO/ GET GOINS" 

, PRONTO/ ^ 



WELL, HERE'RE ALL THE 
CHILDREN I'VE BEEN 
KEEPING HERE, Carson; 
RECOGNIZE ANY AS ^ 
, YOUR BROTHER? 



WAIT A MINUTE 




HOW ABOUT THAT ) OH, THAT M 1 RECKON IT'S NO USE, BOYD, 
YOUNG ONE CALLE^ONE/HE WAS ) I MIGHT AS WELL GIVE j— 

JIMMIETHAT J "TOO MUCH TO L UP.' JIMMIE'S "'S, 

YOU WERE YHANPLE/SO I SENT V, GONE.' f PS55T— 
PUNlSHING?yFOR HIS UNCLE WHO I S BILL.' j 

1 DON'T <OAM6 AND TOOK HIM ^ ^ 

SEE HIM \AWAY/ HE COULDN'T J 

-1 about: Jhave been THE one; 

_,<^H1S NAME WAS JIMMIE JRjl 

i /IflaLAKB' ~ 



JIMMIE DIDN'T GO) ARE YOU 
WITH HIS UNCLE/ ysURE, SON? 
MR. CATEL'S < GOOD BOY/ 
MEN TOOK HIM / JUST GO ON 
OFF SOME < BACK NOWAND 
PLACe/JIMMiE ) PON'T LET ON 
WAS FIGHTING k YOUTOLPME.' 
AND CRYING 
nsAND" 
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(SaREPULLY KEgPlNS OUT OF 

CAdSOK FOU' 

U>W THEIR OllARRv; A^PSOON- 



WE'RE ©OIN6 
TO CRAWL 
UP THERE 



WHAT CO YOU /MAKE OF IT, 0ILL 
DO YOU THINK THE BOY 
KNEW WHAT HE 
WAS TALKING 
A80UT? 00 
YOU THINK 
IT WAS 
j;/WVME? 




dET IN THAT CABIN 

--T-r MOVE' , 



THEY'RE SUSPICIOUS ABOUT THE KIP NOW/ THE 
ONLY WAY WE CAN SET THAT CARSON RANCH 
IS TO OET RIP OF BOYP ANP THE KIP'S 
BUT W6 have to T— — 



DON’T /V^AKE A MOVE- 
OR WE'LL BLAST YOU 



BROTHER. I .. 

DO IT FAST/ I'VE AURBAPy J SO THAT'S^ 
SOT THE PAPERS PRAWN \ WHAT HE'S BEEN 
UP MAKINO METHEKIO^S ^AFTERi THE 
SUARPIAN — / _Y“r ?T? CAdSOti RANCH/ 



THAT'LL HOLD 'EM, 



THEY \ IT DOESN'T matter, 
HEARD THEY WON'T LIVE j 

EVERY' / TO TALK j ^ 

THINS, S ABOUT 
BOSill IT/ 

here, YOU J|1 

V // 1 SRAT/ f^r 



HESMV BROTHER M 

you DIRTY 

S'PEWINPERS/ yUETME 
^ &0 HE'S 
MY BIS 
BROTHER"/ 
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BILL ANP PAN 
AgdAiN CON&CIOUSNBSS** 
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AND TO MAKE MATTERS WORSE, 
THE MAN SPELLED HiS NAME 
WRONG ON THE TOMBSTONE’ 



TSK, TSK. THAT WAS 
A (aRAVE MISTAKE 1 



/WHAT! THE MAN SPELLED 
^ YORE FOREMAN'S NAM£ ^ 
WRONG ON THE 
V TOMBSTONE... ) 



I'M SORRY TO HEAR 
THAT YORE OLD ^ 
FOREMAN DIED! ML 



SA6TILLS PAY, IN FRANCe,lS 
CeUEgEATB? C5N JUUY . 

|R True Bpalee 



THE AKTI6T, WHIGTueR, 
HL& tOKH ON 7klLy 
12. 10S+. 

pTnie fiFdUe 



[0F3[6e 



/■tH& eONKBR 
/ '^HILU MONLlMeHT, 
WAS completbp in < 

■Trus’^i False 



A 4-20,000 PlUU RANK6 
serwBSN A *5^000 bill 
AKP A 4100, coo ?ILU. ‘ 

Bpalse 



•3n5!j.-<i ‘fSHAiaC ‘3S“lVd > 
3im'€'“n:0 ooo'ocIanv i,nsi aaaiu 
•asiVri 'Z -anal, t 



jtiJPHae iWiffiguEi MftTB«/y>iYBtTi«E*..iw:::^ 



(£eJHIKI«C& 

CO/VUC /MAGAZINE 



KK LOOK FOR EACH EKClTlNS K$UE ON YOUR FAVORITE NBVKTAND lOf 






WE RiNS IH EVERY 
RAISIN 

//fi Bo/Tofis/ 



WHAT YOU 6ITI Open a box of Kellogg’a 
Raisin Bran and get your prize! A bright- 
colored genuine plastic ring with a picture on 
top! Pictures of airplanes, cowboys, Indiana, 
sport stars, movie st^! These prize picture 
rings fit any finger! Most important, you get 
this double-treat: plump honeycomb r»’«"» 
with Kellogg’s nourisliing golden-crisp 

Surprise— entirely new series 
of prizes coming soon! 
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BUXZiMxSr XHB 

Bsur , — , 



/Q&ROAN) ^ O 

help; r<2lR£)AKj) IF TM* ) 
BEE 5TIW©5 MS AN(V 
MORE. Itt WAVE SO WAWy 
BUMPS ON MV PA^E.rTLL. 
LOOK LIKE THE SACK < 
POCKET OFAfJ UMPIPS r 
ON THE PAV OF A 
POLJPUH*HEAPE«,/ 



One Pav- 



^ HVAR COME5 WIMOV/ MOW'5 
MUH CHANCE TO (SET EVEN 
WITH HIM FEIR PLAViNQ THOSE 
PRACTICAL. J’OKES ON ME 
ALL THE TIME/ — T* 



HOM>y, 

JACK / 



HOsvirv^ wiNpy, 
I‘M Rl&HT OLAC 
-Tt> SEE VUH/ . 
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VUM WBAM VO'RE WOT 

WITH ME BECAUSE 
^ I BUT (BLUE IM VO RE V 
s.. SOUP LAST MIOHTf ) 



AMO VO'PE MOT SOPE 
BECAUSE I SPREAp _ 
iTOWlMCj POWPER 
POWM yORB BACK? / 



'MAW / 1 
CAKI TAKE 
V A aOKE/ 



UAWj 



I SOME little J 
C JOKE/ IT'S 
ABOUT TIME 
WIMPy MAP SOME 
OF THESE LITTLE 
OOKE5 PLAVEP 

r Om him.' / 



/kibw WHVSHOULP^ 
AM M OMBRE GET MOT 
UMPER THE COLLAR V 
OM ACCOUMT OP A )( 
LITTLE CrOKE ) 

LIK6TWATf’ J ^ 



WELL, I'M GLAP TO WEAR THAT/ 
SOME OF THE FELLERS GET RlLEP 
UP.' WHY, GUS HART WAS ■*-> 
ETEAMIMG OEST BECAUSE I ) 

. PUT TAR IM A HAIR TONIC / 

BOTTLE AMP POUREP / 

Yii ' 'T" OM HIS HEAP,' ^ 
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TJH£AJ I COMB BACK AMP BUZZ. ' 
AROUMP VUH TW«EE TlME&i THB 
THIRP ~X\KAS 1 BUZZ ACOUWP.VUH 
^AV, '<23ive IT TO MB’ AMP. SR, 
T .SIVE VUM TWE WQMEV/ 

(SET I - “ 
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OH, VEAH, I'M -^UPPOSeP TO WAIT 
TlUL VUH Buzz APOUMP ME THREE 
TIMES.' WELL, THIS'LL BE THE TwiRp 
^TIME/ Boy, THIS IS A LOT OP FUtJ.' , 



HOMCV MOW 



mow; 



A.LL Cie»MT, 

MOW — 

< 3 «VBIT, , 
. TO ME.' y 



VXlWA." C^lP) 

t < 3 Luai c^uup. 



WITH 

PLEA5L«6 



TSK , TSX ' POM'T TELL 
ME VO'RE AWORV/ 
WHAR'S VORE SCM«E , 
OF HUMOR? VUH y 
TOLD ME VUH LIKEP, ] 

PRACTICAL cro<e Sj li 



A <,S 7 K 1 _U I I fcK A 

r splutter; 

WHAT '5 THE IPEA^\ 
OF 50 AKIM 0 ME UP?' 
(JSRRR) VUH THIMM- 
VO'RE A WISE ALEC,, 

eh; I'll show y 

^ mjh; 



/I THOUC5MT rO 
f OlVC MJH A POS5 
1 OF VORE OWM •* 
MEDlOMEi HOVA 4 
PO VUH LIKE rr/ y 



^ UUCH'C6CO^m^ I DOM'T 
LIKE IT/ I'M BEOlMMlMCSr . 

TO THINK PRACTICAL t 

OOKE5 AREN'T SO 
j PRACTICAU; 
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th&HAUNTED 

+IOTCL 



A CROWBAIT STORY 



HUM.' MV HOiieS A«6 

RUNNING AWAY WITH AAY WA50N. 
I MUST MAVB FOR<&OTTgN 
TO HITCH THEM .' 



WHAT, ASflN, CROWBAIT? 

THIS IS THE THIRPTI/ME IMTHB 
LAST MONTH YOU'VE PONS THE 
SAME HAREBRAINED ^ 

THINS/ 



ATTA BOY, Eli-L, YO'RE 
CATCHiNd UP TO THOSE 
PESKY MAVERICKS 



YOU'VE SONE 
FAR ENOUSH 



COME ON.MlPNlTE, IT'S UP 
TO US TO STOP THE RUN- ^ 
AWAY HORSES BEFORE 1 
THEY DO ANY HARM/ 
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THANKS, SILL' VUH 
SHORE ARETH6 , 
8£5T FRIEND AN ' 
HO/MSRE COULD J 
HAVE/ 



NEVER MIND THE THANKS 
CROWSAlT.' JUST TRY NOT TO 
SE SO ABSENT-MINDED ANO 

HITCH YOUR HORSES , ^ 

i WHENEVER YOU LEAVE i 
V. THEWAOON.' f\ 



JEEPERS.THAT 
SHORE WAS FAST 
WORK, BILL/ ^ 



WHOA: 



I f YOU'RE OOIN 6 TO ^ 
TALL OAKS COUNTY \ 

» Well, MAYBE I'LL 
/ SEE YOU IN A DAVOR 
l'M(SOlN6 

THERE AS SOON .AS < 
1 FINISH SOME WORK ) 
^ AROUNDHERE.' ^ 



OKAY' IT'LL NEVER Y 
HAPPEN AOAIN/ NOW 
I'O BETTER ©ETGOiNO 
TO tall oaks COUNTY.' 

I'VE <30T a HEAP ^ 

OFSELLINOTO P/ ' 
DO THAR/ J { 3 



OARS CpUNTvI^lj 



THAT'S 

RIOHT, 

HUDSON. 



HUH? so ITWASYUH CROWN, 
WHO SENT ME TH I& HVAR 
SECRET NOTE TO MEET YUH 
HYAR.' 



HE’S DEAD/ NOW TO <30 BACK TO HIS 
PARDNER, WILLIS AT THE HOTEL AND 
COLLECT MV AAONEY FER KiLLiNO HIM; 
IT'S SHORE WORTH TH£ FIVE ‘ 
HUNDRED DOLLARS TO WILLIS ) 
BECAUSE NOW HE'LL ^ 

OWN THE HOTEL > 

BY HIMSELF/ 



BUT WHY OUT HYAR. IN THE 
• HILLS'? WHY COULDN'TYUH 

MEET ME IN 

MY HOTEL r BECAUSE 1 
IN TOWN? y J 



BILL BOYD WESTERN 




But the muster has besh seen 



g\ooap: 

qiooap: 



' WHAT'S THAT N01SB- — fSULP) 
IT'S -THAT TRAVEUiNS PEPPLER, 
CROWBAlT.' HE MUST HAVE . 
SEEN ME KILL HUPSON/ I'VE ff 
(SOT TO STOP HtM ANO 
seal his mouth/ 



fSASP) 1 STUM0LEP ON A MURPEB..' THAT 
VARMINT KILL6P MISTER HUPSON OP THE 
TALL OAKS HOTEL IN COUP SLOOP/ I'P 
SETTER SET TO TOWN AS PASTAS 
I CAN AND TELL THE SHERiPF; ^ 



PANS8LAST IT, HE'S 
SETTINS AWAY/ . 



THAR'S ONLY ONE THlNS TO PO. 
I'M SOINS SACK TO WILLIS / 
HE'S SOT TO PROTECT MS 
OR WIPE ME OR HE'LL SWINO 
N,.— PER THIS JOB, too; r-V 



wowSAi: 

HURRteS- 



TO TOWHAANP \ 

sheriffs oppici.i 



YUH SAW HUPSON \ NOT 0Y NAA^E, 
GET SHOT, EH ’ iSHERiFF, BUT 
PO YUH KNOW y IF I SAW HIM 
WHO THE I'P KNOW HIM 

killer RISHTOFF/i 




WAL, STICK IN town; 

the coyote is 
prosasly from 

AROUND HYAR, 

ANO YUW’LL 6£ 
SHORE TO SPOT 
HIM SOONER OR 







EANWMILE, ATTHB iUL OAKS HOTEL. 
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®BT POWN IN THE CELLAR.' 
PRONTO.' I'LL LOOK. PER 
CROW8A(TANP TAKE 
CARE OP H \M ONE WAY 




ISCROWBAIT RIPSS OPP, WILLIS RUNS 
DOWN INTO THE HOTEL CELLAR. 

OUR WORRIES ARE OVER, CROWN.' CROWBAiT 
IS SOINO TO stay HVAR IN THE HOTEL.' 
I'LL PUT HIM UPINTHE SPECIAL ROOM ANP 
TONIGHT WHEN HE GOES TO SLEEP, I'LL . 
SCARE THE WITS OUT OP HIM.' EITHER 
HE'LL RUN AWAY OR I'LL HAVE TO F'T ^ 
HIM IN AN INSANE 



NIGHT... I HMM,THIS IS A NICE ROCVA.' 

— ’ • ■ * SHORE IS BETTER THAT SLEEPING 

IN THE SACKOFMV WAGON.' MISTER WILLIS 
IS MIGHTY kind TO SET MS UP LIKE THIS.' ^ ' 
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IT‘5 60NE.' 1MU6T 8S S66IN& THINGS.' IT 
COUUPN'T 96 POSSiSue THAT A SKULL 
COULP POPOUTOPTH6 WALL LIKE THAT/ I'l 
(SO TO SLEEP ANP PER(S6T '90UT IT.' _ 




AiEEEee// 

I THIS ROOiVN IS 
I HAUNTEP.' l‘(V\ 
(SETTING OUT 
OFHyAR..' 



("(SASP) 

another. 

ON6.'- 

VIIHI/ 



WHAT'S THE ^ 
matter, CROW9AIT? 
WHAT'S WRON<3? . 



I SEware, 

CROWBAit; 



PREPARE , 
TO PIE, 
OROWSAlT. 




WHAT.' THE ROO/VI 
IS HAUNTED.' THAT'S 
IMPOSSIBLE.' yUH ^ 
MUST BE LOCO.' r 



T-THAT R-R-ROOM IS 
H-HAUNTEP.' SKELETON 

HEAPS W-W6RE ^ 

P-P0PPIN6 OUT ) \ 

OP ALL THE J 
^ WALLS.' 




I'M NOT LOCO.' X 
TELL YUH I SAW 
THEM.' ANPTHEY 
SPOKE TO ^ 
ME,TOO.' ■ 



\ TSK,TSK, SPOKE TO YUH, 
JtOO.' TSK,T5K, THAT 
' J PROVES YO'RE CZAIVi 
/I'MAPEARED I'LL HAVE 
TO PUT YUH AWAY IN AN . 
INSANE ASYLUM.' _ 
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lUT AT that A^OMENT, 



WHAT.' PUT 
I^J A LOON 1 6 
HOUSE.' 

MO.'NO.'X^ 



6ITHEB.TMAT 
'or <S£T out 
OF TOWN i 



SR. ER, I KNOW 1 SAW those 
PBMONS, BUT 1 RECKON 

OTHER FOLKS , 

WOULDN'T SE- y r KNEW i'O ^ 
LlEVE ME r^OET RiP OF HlMi 
ElTHERSO \n 0WC80WNANP 
I’P BETTER I WILL BE SAFE.' 
LEAVE TOWN.'ywv.^a^ ^ ^ 



HUH? THAR'S THE 
MURPERER.' HE'S 
THE VARMINT > 
I WHO SHOT U 
HUDSON, VORE > 
- parpner; ys 



W (Ul-P) 1 
7 rCAME 
UP OUT OF 
THE CELLAR 

TOO soon; 



HE'S StUNNEPi QUICK, CROWN, 
LET'S TAKE HIM POWN TO THE 
CELLAR ANP FINISH HIM OFF • 
ONCE ANP FOR all; ^ 



NOW I <SET it: VO'RE 
IN CAHOOTS WITH THAT 
KILLER.' YUHTHOUSHT < 
YUH COULP SCARE ME R 
OFFEHlWAL, IT 
WON'T WORK.' JL j 



WHAT THE- 

U6H.' r 




THIS IS SETTING tO BE A HABIT.' ^ 
WHOA, WHOA' THERE.' THAT POES 
^ ^ - IT' - ^ 



It the same time 



I thought i’p get herb (NTALLOAKS 

EARLIER., BUT— AVMAr THOSE ARE 

CROWBAIT'S horses RUNNING off WITH 
HIS WAGON.' HE MUST HAVE FORGOTTEN 
- TO HITCH THEM again; 
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MAYSe CROW6AIT l9NT5TAyiN<3 
HgR.6 --HUH? SOMEONE'S SCREAM- 
IHS FOR HELP.' IT'5 CCMlN^3i■F^fOM 
THAT TRAP POOR OVER THERE.' rj 



IT LOOKED TOME AS IF THE HORSES WERE 
COMINO FROM THE HOTEL.' CROWSAIT IS 
PROBABLY 6TAV1N® THERE FORTHENUSHT. 
I'LL SO BAWL HIM OUT FOR BElNO . ^ 

^ SO CARELESS .' r-— 



.. I SAVE ■ 
— • YORE 
BREATH, CROW- 



WHA-- 

)OOF. 



/ BAIT.' THAR'S NO 
ONE IN THE HOTEL 
TO HEAR yUH.' ALL 
RIGHT, CROWN, LET'S 
PUMP HIM FULL e=a^ 
OF LEAD.' 



■r bill: 

A AM I 
GLAD TO 
SEE YUH.' 



I GUESS THIS 
WILL TAKE ALL 
THE FIGHT OUT 
OF YOU TWO.' 1 



NOW YOU CAN 
TELL ME WHAT 
THIS IS ALL rf' 
ABOUT, ]\ 
CROWSAIT.' y( 



( WILLIS HIRED CROWN TO 1 
I SHOOT H+S PAR0N6R, HUD- 
SON.' I SAW HIM DO IT, AND y 
THEY WERE GOING TO /- 
KILL ME TO SHUT ME UP.' t 



THEY TRIED TO SCARE ME 
OUT OF TOWN , BUT I DON’T 
SCARE EA5ILY--A5 LONG , 
AS YO'RE AROUND TO / 
SAVE MY LIFE, Bill: ^ 

AND TO SAVE MV MOSSES, 

WHEN 1 FORGET TO ^ 

HITCH THEM AND JiMt 
THEY RUN AWAY.' l_j— ^ 



[well, EVERYTHING 
I TURNED 'OUT FOR 
THE BEST.' NOW LET'S 
BRING THESE TWO 
MURDERERS TO JAIL 
' WHERE THEY'LL . 
^ BE FOR LIFE.' 
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ACVttT'SCMfNT 




YomThIs 



It’s easy! Opening an account at 
any Bank or Savings Association HAVING 
A HOPALONG CASSIDY SAVINGS 
CLUB, makes you a member! When you 
join you're immediately given a Hoppy Bank 
and Club Savings Book. Then Hoppy sends 
you a big 8 piece thrift kit direct from Holly* 
«’oPd. Ask your local Bank or Savings 
Association about the Club today. 



Hit tfjeTb|) Pronto in 
P^HOPPy’S SAVINS WOES 



Imr You can start with any rating you 

like with as little at $2.00 starting 
you as a Tenderfoot. The faster you save the 
quicker you'll reach Hoppy's own rating of 
Bar 20 Foreman. 



•AR.TWENTY "Hja 

tr N. Ottplaln«t St. ^ 

CMcsgo 6, lllinelt 

Plea^ send me more club inlormition 
of the Hopilong Ca<sidy Savings Club 



AddretJ, 



BAR-TWENTY 

\7 N. OESPIAINES ST. 
CHICAGO «, III. 











T- 

Htswf Snli^i3B 

■y,' 3, YsiTt 










frsi^B 

^ j 4'-cfafi(piffpwH 
7w>^ll^ SEMg cowl 
||Z|^mvEsrgHnRci 




■ A 

KM > 




' 




















- P 



BILL BOYD WESTERN 




FIGHTING WORDS 



By Cltfinefit Good 






S^UDE SLEEGER was all slicked up. His 
hair was bear-greased till it^ ad a patent 
leather shine, his black mustache was waxed, 
his shirt was shiny white, his coal and pants 
were fresh-pressed and his boots shone like 
silver. 

Phil, the fiddler, was sawing away like mad 
and the rhythm of the music was rocking the 
old barn. The shouting of the caller and the 
thumping and jumping of feet made the echoes 
ring from the rafters; everybody was having 
a swell time as they always did at the Rapid 
River square dances. 

Then Dude* tripped or slipped — anyway, he 
stumbled. And Loudmouth Larry, leaning 
against a wall near the orchestra, bellowed, 
"Ho. there. Dude, yuh could dance better if 
yuh dressed up yore feet in shoes instead of 
fiddle cases!” 

Some of the girls giggled and that’s what 
really set off the Dude. He marched straight 
up to Loudmouth Larry and snarled. ‘"Take 
that back or I'll smash your ugly teeth down 
your throat.” 

Larry was a peaceable fellow. He had only 
made the remark in the spirit of pleasantry 
and good fun. But he couldn’t take it hack and 
still hold up his head in that cow territory. 
Besides, Dude Sleeger had cast aspersions on 
his teeth. 

So Larry did the only thing that seemed to 
him possible and appropriate under the cir- 
cumstances. He gave Dude a smash in the mus- 
tache. Slee|er was a pretty husky fellow, but 
he was no match for the ham-like fist of Loud- 
mouth Larry. The blow sent him sprawling 
backward across the rough dance floor. 

Larry turned from the fallen man and .spoke 
to the orchestra. "Strike tip a tune. Phil. 1 
didn't aim to stop the dancing just because 
some slick-haired galoot can't take a joke.” 

Some of the dancers laughed, some applaud- 
ed. and Phil struck up a tune. Dqde Sleeger 




lay sprawled and apparently stunned where he 
had fallen. But his beady eyes were on the 
broad back of Loudmouth Larry. They glit- 
tered with hatred, waiting for an opening. Then 
as the swirl of dancers moved away and Larrv 
was a clear target. Dude snaked a pearl han 
died pistol from his hidden shoulder holster 

None of the dancers was watching him 
Dude knew he could make his killing, then 
spring through a window into the open night 
with a pretty fair chance to escape. Nobody 
else was armed. It was one of the rules of the 
dance that you must check your shooting irons 
at the door. 

A dancing couple hopped in front of Larrv 
and his life was saved — for a second — as Dude 
grimly held fire Then the couple sashayed away 
and Larry was once again a clear target. 

From the hayloft, now converted into a make- 
shift balcony, a flying figure descended toward 
Sleeger. The Dude's gun barked, but his arm 
had been smashed downward so that the slug 
did no damage except to the planking. The gun 
clattered from the killer't fingers. 

The shot and commotion had brought the 
dancing to an abrupt halt. There were exclama- 
tions. excited talk, a few screams. The dancers 
gathered around where a stockjly built young 
man was rising to his feet, with the sullen 
Dude firmly collared. The ■ most remaikahle 
feature of the stocky young man was a pair 
of large ears that stood out almost at right 
angles to his head. 

Many were the shouts and cries: 

"Look, it’s Donkey Ears!" 

"He caught the Dude with a gun!" 

"He jumped down from the loft and kept 
Dude from shooting!" 

Then another voice, louder than all the rest, 
bellowed, "He didn't jump down. He just spread 
them there donkey ears like an old buzzard 
and he flew down!" 

A few embarrassed giggles vere heard, but 
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one man turned on Larry and said, “Loud> 
mouth. that's a fine thing to say about a man 
who just saved your life. If it were not for 
him, you’d be sprouting wings yourself right 
mow.” 

“Gosh. I didn't mean any offense." said Loud- 
mouth Larry. “I just thought it was a good 
joke. I'm downright obliged to you for saving 
my life. Donkey Ears!" 

The young man. so addressed, didn’t reply 
to Larry. Instead he leveled his gaze at Dude 
Sleeger and said. "Mister. I reckon your com- 
pany isn't wanted here. It's agin the rules to 
bring a gun into this here dance and you 
might’ve hit some innocent party. I advise you 
to git. I advise you to git to a healthier climate 
and pronto! Now. git!" 

Dude made a move to pick up his fallen gun. 
but the stocky young man placed a foot on it 
and said. "Oh. no. That’s confiscated. You just 
git!” 

Sullenly, Dude moved to the doorway. There 
he turned and said, “ril get you for this!" He 
disappeared Into the night. 

The men and girls, especially the girls, gath- 
ered around the stocky young man and admired 
him. They called him a hero and wanted to 
know how he knew Dude had a gun. 

"Well. 1 didn’t.” was the response. "I just 
happened to be up in the hayloft, watching, 
and I saw him pull that pistol out from inside 
his coat.” 

"But what were you doing up in the hay- 
loft?” 

"I . . . well ... I ...” He seemed embar- 
rassed. but finally blurted it out. "1 like to 
hear the music — Fiddler Phil's fiddle and all 
the excitement and everything — so I snuck up 
there and listened. I like to dance, too, but since 
somebody put the handle of 'Donkey Ears' on 
me. I figured none of the ladies would want 
to dance with me. They'd laugh at me!" 

At these words, the ladies almost fought 
with each other for the privilege of dancing 
with the large-eared hero. In the commotion, 
nobody noticed that Loudmouth Larry sudden- 
ly looked grave and thoughtful — a very un- 
usual look to be on his wide countenance. And 



nobody noticed that while the girls were danc- 
ing with "Donkey Ears" and showing him the 
time of his life, Loudmouth Larry slipped quiet- 
ly out of the door and into the silent night. 

Much later, when Phil the Fiddler had played 
his last tune and the dance had broken up, 
Donkey Ears was riding the lonely trail toward 
home. As he'^ode, he sang a song and his heart 
was happy. He was so happy that he didn't 
notice the crackle of underbrush as a stealthy 
footstep moved toward the path: he didn't see 
the dark figure, crouched against a rock and 
silhouetted by the moon, raising a rifle to site 
at him. 

"Swing your partner, swing your partner!” 
sang Donkey Ears. 

The rifle cracked. 

A bullet whined over his head. 

The reason the bullet went over his head 
instead of through his head w&s that Loud- 
mouth Larry had slightly jarred Dude Sleeger 
with a bone-crushing right to the jaw. 

"I'm not joking with this punch!" declared 
Larry, as he threw H. and it must have been 
true, for the Dude crumbled into an unconscious 
heap. 

As Donkey Ears rode up. Larry was loading 
the Dude onto a horse. 

He explained. "I heard this varmint say he’d 
get you — uh — pal. I could see in his hateful 
eyes that he meant business, so I left the dance 
and trailed him. I figured he'd bushwhack you 
if nobody stopped him. So I stopped him and 
now he's a case for the sheriff." 

"You saved my life." 

"Weil, turnabout’s fair play. Anyway. I’m 
sorry 1 pinned that nickname on you. I thought 
it was only a joke, but . . . well ... I can 
see that sometimes a joke ain’t so funny and 
I don’t aim to slap nicknames on* people any 
more. By the way. friend, what handle should 
I call you by?" 

^^HE stocky young man smiled. “Larry, wny 
don't you just call me 'Donk'!” 

“It's a deal . . . Donk!" responded Larry. 

Solemnly they shook hands. 

THE END 



AOVEtTIStMINT 




^ THATfe n; pc»l ^ 
Asweu. &UHTFOR.A 
squeeze fw. Lgjis 
OOITASAW - 



see! 7H»s piay 
TAKES RB6^9PeeC>, 



'rQuase Pi^ 

j^OTWCg JIIAWISg. 



* rr's Twe LAST pRAcnce 

SERTee 7>^E SIS SAAAE/ S0 
, we'u. work on rjntns 



YEAH/ANPwe 
MusrNT fOftser 
, TO WEAR. OUR. 
T^F's^atter y 

WHAT JIM, < 
< TOUOUSi J 



RgMEMSER. 
the SESSION ON 
BUNTINS? SOS/ 

. poyouR._^ 

r stuff! JT 



\ WOW* TIE SCORE 
>AND TOM ON third! 
’^NOWfORTHE . 

sQueezB play! 



THE ALL-IMPORTANT F*F 'RISIO 
weose HELPS seep the y\ 
3 MAIN SUPftORTlNS 
SONES OF THE normal 
FOOT (N PROPER 
POSITION. 



•TRADRMAWt 

*P-F^«eans posture FOUNDWTOfl 



8oy/ ^ 

7HATS<?ueeze 

SUNT WINS THE . 
Y» SAME/i— 



THOSE W^ACTKE 
SESSIONS SURE PAID OFF. 
STEAPy PRACTICE AND 
‘ P-F's^'ARE MISffTY ^ 
. important! 



).Ti^wy canvas SHoes 

today and see 

FDR VOURSSLF 

f>- — ^ HOWTHEY HELP: . 

I LBSSBN fOorSTfiA/N 
z You6OR/a$peepwt/60t 
S. SUA/iPAGAif/SrfiArFE£r 
4f, KpmB$ooDposnm 



J , INSI5T ON "P-F"CANVAS 5HOE5 MADE ONLY BY 6.R Soodrich and Hood Rubber Company 
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Bi/gl?VONS KNOWS 
. -A* THE FAiKY TALE ABOUT 

(V the MA6IC carpet op 

-rl) 'The ARABIAN NldHTS, BUT 
0-’ WHEN BILL BOVO CCW^ES 
^ UPON A SUCK BAND Of COY- 
OTES WITH A MAGIC CARPET 
OP THEIR OWN IN THE MIDDLE 
OP THE WEST, HE FINDS HIM- 
SELF FACING THE 

RUSTLER'S ^ 



WNE NIGHT, BILL BOYD RIDES NEAR 
THE aORDBR WHEN SUDDENLY"- 



NOT SO 
FAST/ 



LOOK— LETfe 
©nr HIM, 

V QUICK! 



THAT MAN'S BEING 
. BEATEN ! LWr'S G 
MIDNITE ' 
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THIS’LL SLOW TH6 CRITTBR 
DOWN J — — 



SAVE YOUR BREATH, COW&OY. 



VhE blow merely stuns BILL BOYP, AMOAS HE 

SHAKES HIS HEAD TO CLEAR IT--* 

■> " • — — < RIGHT/ 

LETS <5IT/ HESWORSE'fl ) WE‘D 
DEN OF WILDCATS / BETTER 

rl^A 7 :^^^ — 7 — ^ SIT AFORE 

SOMEONE ELSE 

— V comes / 



THERE THEY SO' “ -—4^ 

But FIRST I’D BETTER TEND TO TXAT 
POOR MAN THEY WERE BEATING/ 



OoOOH. 

oqooh 



EA5V, THERE- 
EASY i WHO 
WERE THOSE 
MEN? 



HE'S PONE FOR: 
THEY DIP ^ 
HIM IN' Jm 



JUH- — 
RUSTLERS-- 
■DEAD TREE 
- PASSAGE -- 
UUUH/ 



RUSTLERS, HE SAID..., AT DEAD 
TREE PASSAGE / I'U RlPE 
THERE QUICKLY' MAYBE I f 
K CAN STILL CATCH THEM/ I 
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LfiT'S SO, MlDNtre DEAD TREE 
PASS tS ONE OP THE PASSAGES 
LEACXNS FROM THE FOOTHILLS 
ACROSS THE BORDER.' WE'VE 

SOME rustlers yr>il — ^ 

TO STOP/ ^JgP^J/ 



/ ANO THERE HAVE SEEN NO 
CATTLE RUSTLED THR0Q6H HERE 
' TONISMT' THE (SROUND would 
BE COVERED WITH HOOFPRINTS 
IF THERE HAD BEEN 



THERE ARE NO RUSTLERS 
MERE . THAT'S SURE / BUT THAT 
POOR FELLOW PLAINLY SAID 

DEAD TREE PASS' i 



I'D BETTER 

HEAD FOR THE NEAREST TOWN 
"-I and REPORT THIS 

\\ n TO THE 

V. A A /<>?< ^sheriff/ 



NEW MORNUNGipIN THE TOWN OF WIDE HAT- 



'^SOME PROTECTION YOU'RE OlVIN', SHERIFF/ SOME 
O'AAUH HANDS WERE KILLED ANO MUH CATTLE 
RUSTLED LAST NISHT' THEY MUST'VE TAKEN 'EM 
ACROSS THE BORDER THROU6H OEAD TREE PASS.' 
YUH SHOULD'VE BEEN 

^ \ PATROLLIN' IT' — 



SO YOU'VE BEEN EXACTLY. BILL.' ANO ] 

PLASUeO BY RUSTLERS, \ FROAA YOUR OE- 
8HERIPF .' ANO RANCHERS \ SCRIPTION OF THAT 
REPORTED THEIR CATTLE POOR CRITTER YOU 
MIHO RUSTLED, BUT YOU / FOUND DONE IN 
CAN'T FIND ANY TRAIL / LAST NIGHT, I'D SAY 
OP..TMi RUSTLERS/ ^ HE WAS ONE OF 
ffc ^ ■ T f II I n TURNER'S HANDS' 

* RECKON TM RIGHT 
BECAUSE HERE COMES 
POP TURNER NOW! 



hold on/ 1 WAS AT ] HOGWASH YDH CAN'T RUSTLE^ 
DEAD TREE PASS y A HERD O' STEERS THROUGH 
LAST night! NO < A PASS WITHOUT LEAVIN’ A 
CATTLE WERE 1 TRAIL 1 PER ALL I KNOW, 
RUSTLED THROUGH A YUH'RE IN CAHOOTS WITH THE 
THERE.' THEREjn^a RUSTLERS, STRANGER' 
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gUT TOWN, THE FOLLOWtMG PAY— 

, ANOTHER. IT THEN A HERO 010 GO 

RANCHER RE- A THROUGH EAGLE SUT 

I PORTED HIS HERO THEY COULDN'T HAVE BEEN 
I WAS RUSTLED J WALKING ON AlR( THERE 
LAST NIGHT, .^MUST BE AN ANSWER' 

BILL ' 



I'LL PUT m EAR TO THE GROUND.' 
IF THERE'S A HERO /V\OVlNC3 
ANYWHERE NEAR, I 



SAY— THERE IS A 
MOVING, AND NOT 
HERE FROM THE 
rr, THEY MUST BE 
GOING THROUGH 
EAGLE RAS5 I 
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I'LL 86 BACK, SHERIFF RI6HT NOW 
l‘V6 eOT TO R6UR6 HOW A HERD 
CAN 86 RU6TLED THROUGH A BORDER 
^55 AND not leave 




FSW MOMENTS LATER 



I THINK. 



SAY- 1 JUST WONDER- 

I WANT TO A8K 

THE STAGE 
DRIVER A FEW 
QUESTIONS ■ 



VeP, PARTNER ! ) TODD DAWSON , 
THOSE ARE < EH ? WOULD TDU 
RUGS THAT \ KNOW WHY A 
TODD DAWSON ) N\AN WOULD 
IS HAV I NG y NEED SIX RUGS 
HIS HANDS S IN THIS PART OF 
LOAD ONTO ) THE COUNTRY?! 
HIS WAGON iy HAVEN'T NOTCBD 

ANY FINEHOUS- 

AROUNDT 



SEARCH ME.' 
THIS IS THE 
FIFTH SHIP- 
MENT HE'S 
GOTTEN FROM 
BACK EAST 
WHERE THEY 
ARE MADE( AND 
THEY'RE FINE 
HEAVY RUGS, 





7hat night, Bill boyo CAREPuity 

APPROACHES A RANCH ON THE 

ooTSKuers of town / 



WELL, WE WON'T HAVE TO WAIT 
, 



LONG.MIDNtTE 

COME NOW.' AND THEY'VE GOT 
THE RUGS LOADED ON THAT 

RiGi ^ _ g-^a- 



COME ON, 
eOYJ LET'S 
FOLLOW 
THEM ; > 



HERE WE ARE,MlONITE 
TOOD DAWSON'S PLACE ' 
NOW WE'LL OUST SIT HEftf 
^ A SPELL AND WATCHJ 
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&ATE?, AT THE SOROER PAM 



THEV’Re SEPARATIWO, 
MIDNITE 1 WE'LL ^ 
FOLLOW THE Rie.' V' 
1‘VE A HUNCH WE'LL 
BE iV\£eTlN<3 THE L 
OTHERS SOON Jp* 
ENOUGH 



I HEAR THEIR RIG STOPPING IN 
THE PASS I'LL GO SEE WHAT 
THEY'RE DOING i YOU W!AiT 
HERE,/VM0NIT6 I ^ 



' THERE THEY ARE I AND JUST 

AS I THOUGHT THEV'VB 

CARPETED THE WHOLE fASS 
WITH THOSE RUGS' I’VE SEEN 
ENOUGH FOR MOW' I'LL TAKE 

of 

liv these 

TWO 6E- 

^ L-K pore the 

OTHERS 

r y" return 



And a second later 



/THEVRE 
JUST , 
AHEAD : 



SHAKE A LEGr HANK 
DAWSON AND THE 
REST WILL BE 
BACK S^OWlJt 



HOLD ON, 
YOU SUC^ 
GEf^Sl 



I'LL SEE THAT 
YOU TWO GET 
TO TAKE CARE 
OF THE RUG > 
IN THE ^ 
WARDEN'S / 
OFFICE [ y 



RELAX , PARTNER 
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C>AWSON AND HIS PAie> VVILL 
HAVE TO BUNCH- UP TO POL- 
LOW THE HERD THROUGH THE 
PA55i THAT'LL MAK 6 THIN 65 
EASIER FOR ME 1 I CAN ROUND 
UP THE HERD AFTER I FINISH 



Soon APTER, THE HERD 01* 
rustled cattle piles THROU0H 

THE PASS. Ut^lLr— V 

' ' ^ NOT A SION, 

THEY'RE all . ^ AND I CANT 
THROUGH, 60V5.' \ FIGURE iT/ THEy 
SEEN ANYTHING ) PUT THE RUGS 
O' HANK OR _y DOWN, BUT 
-XV FRED? 

ARE THEy 
NOW? 





THIS IS WHERE YOU 
► GET OFF / 



TMiy’BE TIED OP. GEN7B- 
. OUBT the way YOU'RE 
GOINO TO BE I j 



WHA”? 



LOOK.-.. 

UUU&H- 



GET THE 
VAR-- 

ow; 




WHICH JUST PROVES THAT THE 
SLICKEST PLANS FOR CRIME 
ALL HAVE A FEW FLAWS 
THAT LEAD RIGHT TO 
. \ THE GATES OF 





